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But do not wantonly my passion move;

I pardon nothing that relates to love.

My fury does, like jealous forts, pursue

With death, even strangers who but come to view,

Mor. I did not only view, but will invade.
Could you shed venom from your reverend shade,
Like trees, beneath whose arms 'tis death to sleep;
Did rolling thunder your fenced fortress keep,
Thence would I snatch my Semele, like Jove,
And 'midst the dreadful wrack enjoy my love.

Emp. Have I for this, ungrateful as thou art!
When right, when nature, struggled in my heart ;
When Heaven called on me for thy brother's claim,
Broke all, and sullied my unspotted fame ?
Wert thou to empire, by my baseness, brought,
And wouldst thou ravish'what so dear I bought?
Dear! for my conscience and its peace I gave;

Why was my reason made my passion's slave ?

I see Heaven's justice; thus the powers divine

Pay crimes with crimes, and punish mine by thine.
Mor. Crimes   let   them pay,   and   punish   as  they
please 3

What power makes mine, by power I mean to seize.

Since 'tis to that they their own greatness owe

Above, why should they question mine below ?      [Exit.
Emp. Prudence, thou vainly in our youth art sought,

And, with age purchased, art too dearly bought:

We're past the use of wit, for which we toil;

Late fruit, and planted in too cold a soil,

My stock of fame is lavished and decayed;

No profit of the vast profusion made.

Too late my folly I repent; I know

My Aureng-Zebe would ne'er have used me so.

But, by his ruin, I prepared my own ;

And, like a naked tree, my shelter gone,

To winds and winter-storms must stand exposed alone,

[Exit,